98              AFTER NINE   YEARS.
2.    ,
Beyond all word, beyond all deed,
Beyond all thought beloved, what need
Has death or love that speech should be,
Hast thou of me ?
I had no word, no prayer, no cry,
To praise or hail or mourn thee by,
As when thou too wast man as I.
Nay, never, nor as any born
Save one whose name priests turn to scorn,
Who haply, though we know not now,
Was man as thou,
A wanderer branded with men's blame,